fable } but yet that hich is All 
n, Fei x Vit, which even 
XC ted) $5 FS. 


| iu yr thar we you 'tan prove ime bo have 
ben 6 a 7,  ſogpr (which is certain you' never can), 
boldly tell yon, Frhink tay felf a better WimelF thap either 
 youtfel , your Nina or Es Pub breathing : F, 
ac fore of p med ng rs Aw kav 
any ? of who would be 


Pa er i hel "no mrs anies, 1 
8; | ad re mg F ey 
What 2" noife have "we had with (et 
* ps himfelf rhe trouble of raifig 
no queſtion to 'be made ; which 


mation; that alF his Reafons inthe ot utes d, cite munot 
ries, were only the-pretence thar ga thy t y% bf. 
7y t is main defipn and drift was quite '6f ani 
'% to fay, to Invatlidare my Teſtimony Ty cojhparing | 
piſb Trajtors and Rebels ;- and ys ſtarting a remote 
and drawing Lille concluſions from bare farmizes, to ms It pla 
- fible opportunity to call one of the Kings 'Pvidence' Prjurtd 
Pllain, a5 a Preparative for the great Tryals'(iortly at hand. 


Sir, you will do well to find ſome' better employment for Me 


get Conſcience, which s:to apply. your ſelf to the only pre- 
-ferver of Kings and Kingdoms, for your-ſpeedy Converfion.. Aﬀecr 
-which T could readily embrace you with that ſort of 'retiderneſs, 


b- fd wr is heooming a reformed perſon and = good Chriſtian, 
Ws | h BD: 
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Oo 
Jefterys. 
Evenge ! Revenge ! my injur'd Shade begins 
To haunt thy guilty Soul, and ſcourge thy fins : 
For lince to me thou ow | the heavielt (core, 
Whole living words tormented thee before, 
When Dead, F'm come to plague thee yer once more. 
Don't ſtart away, nor think thy Braſs to hide, 
Bur ſee the diſmal ſhape in which I dy'd! 
My Body all deform'd with) putrid Gore, 
Bleeding my Soul away at every Pore ; 
Puſhr faſter on by Francs, leſs unkind ; 
My Body ſwoln, and bloated as thy Mind. 
This dangling” Fje-ball rolls about in vain, > 
Never to find its proper ſeat again, : 
The hollow Cel! uſurpe by Blood and Bra : 
_ The trembling Jwy's Verdi ought to be 
 Murder'd at once, by Francis, and by Thee... 
The Groans of Orphans, and the. pondrous guilt 
Of all the Blood that thou haſt ever ſpilr; - 
Thy Countreys Curſe, the Rabbles ſpite, and all 
Thoſe Wiſhes ſent thee fince thy long-wiſht Fall ; 
. The Nobles juſt Revenge, fo bravely bought, 
For all the Ills thy Þyolence has wrought : 
May theſe and more their utmoſt force combine, 
Joyn all their wrongs, and mix their Crys with mine. 
And ſee, if "Terror has not ſtruck thee blind ; 
See here a long, a ghaſtly Tram behind ! 
Far, far, from urmoſt WES T they crowd away, 
And hoy'ring o're, fright back the fickly Day ; 
Had the poor Wretches fam'd as much as Thee, 
Thou ſhou'dſt not have forgot Humanite : . 
Who e're in Blood can ſo much pleaſure take ? 
Tho' an ill Judge wou'd a good Hang-man make. 
Each hollows in thy Ears, — Prepare ! Prepare 
For what thou muſt, yer what thou canſt not bear ! - 
Each, at thy Heart a bloody Dagger aims, = 
Upward to Gibbets point, downward to endleſs Flames. 
NZ IOOY ELM 


